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behind the head for the right spot, the critical place where
death is so instantaneous and so merciful, his Achilles1 heel.
This must be it. No, perhaps here. Yes, and I drove the
needle home overcoming a slight sick feeling which, idiotic-
ally no doubt, I cannot avoid when killing anything warm
and full of the life God gave it. My needle sank in. As,
with a horrid ease, the needle ran home my victim gave a long
sigh and fell limp, quivering between my legs. I laid him,
trembling and kicking feebly, upon the stones, his beak half
open.
While I skinned him and cut the black meat off his
breast his companion came to look. He advanced with
neck stretched out, curious and unafraid. When I walked
away, the job done, and left the opened carcass lying upon
the stones he still stood there touching the dead body of his
playmate gently with his beak and uttering the little harsh
cry that means, " Where are you? "
We killed other penguins that day. We scraped a hole in
the snow in which we buried the black seal and penguin
meat. We marked the place with a pole.
" We've enough fresh meat for a day or so now," we said
and washed the blood off our hands with snow.
Seal meat is coarse and black and sometimes it has a
sickening oily taste which catches you suddenly unawares
and which I think is quite loathsome. Penguin meat is
much the same but it plays a straighter game. It does not
catch you unexpectedly with a revolting mouthfiiL In the
Discovery II we often killed seals towards the end of the season
when the meat supplies were running low. We hung the
black carcasses in the rigging. " Seal steak, sir? " but nearly
always I and several others either delicately left ours on mir
plates or found ourselves suddenly with an unpleasant
mouthful and were compelled, much less delicately, to gee*
it. But somehow, under the pram upon our wind-swqit
beach, we lost our sense of taste. Manna from heaven could
not have seemed more delicious than lumps of seal or penguin